Recognition

in our nostrils. Those persons who come in and out between
the plate-glass walls are to burn into a permanence. They must
be immortal as the shadows in the myrtle grove.

Such is the recognition. It is the miracle of a moment, of no
longer life than the meeting of our eyes. We know her in her
mask, and from her smiling lips, and can pass inside. This person,
the porteress or lay sister of the evening, has been chosen by
fate, or by the hand of coincidence. So much we see, waiting our
turn, putting down the coin. And, of a sudden, we know her.
It is with a beating heart, and in the stillness of a trance of music,
that we go inside.

As we enter, there is a row of waxwork figures for, at this
moment, it is like a music hall, like the Moulin Rouge. We see a
monstrous, dwarf figure, very dark and black, and sallow skinned.
He has close-cropped hair, wears cpince~nez?, has a beard, and
thick and monstrous lips. He could be the dwarf who sells cigar-
ettes and matches in the cafes, were it not that he is smartly
dressed, that he has something of the dandy. His clothes, even,
have been made for him by a London tailor, for his was the
snobbishness of the race course and the drinking bar, who, by
birth, was an aristocrat and of the oldest blood in France. What
a curious and unlikely form for an intelligence to take! And how
could one divine it in such a monstrous presence! He is always
drunk, too, not so much for misery as in order to be equal and
on a level footing with his companions. But now, like an hallu-
cination, his waxwork figure steps down and walks away, with
a short and jerky stride. It was his little joke to stand among the
waxworks, where, indeed, they have since placed his figure, just
inside the door. And we follow behind him into the dancing hall.

If this is the first and most obvious of our destinations, made
too familiar in books, but never properly described, we enter
with him, none the less. So blind are the eyes, so deaf the ears
that write of it, we are never even told who composed the music
of the famous quadrilles, but must guess Olivier Metra. We are
late. The music has begun. It is a band like a circus band, but
heavier in brass. Now this has the haunting experience, for
myself, that it but just misses me in time. It is so easy to picture
the past, but so difficult when it is a few months, or a year or two,
before you were born. The quadrilles and cancans of the 'sixties